THE    POST
to get food and stay alive. Huddling and motionless in then-
igloos through this interminable night, they ought to have been
melancholy men, men despondent and suicidal; instead, they
were a cheerful people, always laughing, never weary of
laughter.
A man is happy, in sum, when he is leading the life that suits
him; and neither warmth nor comfort has anything to do with
it. I watched these Eskimos at the Post. This house, you would
say, ought to mean to them the zenith of well-being and re-
laxation: they had warmth, they had biscuits, they had tea, and
no one asked them to work or pay for these blessings. But look
at them! They are dull, sullen, miserable. Physically, they
seem shrunken, their personalities diminished and extinguished.
Instead of laughing, they brood; and you see them come in,
take their seats on the bench and remain like sleepwalkers, ex-
pressionless and spiritless, waking just barely enough, when you
pass, to give you a polite smile and then relapse into blankness.
But open wide the door, fling them into the blizzard, and they
come to. They wake up suddenly; they whistle; their women
scurry about, their children crack the triumphant whip, their
dogs bark like mad: an impression of joy, of life, fills the
environs of the Post. In no time at all they have disappeared:
the tempest — their cherished tempest of the Arctic — has blown
them over the ridge like so many leaves.
For the white man, who knows other skies and other climates,
this land is more often than frot lugubrious. He lives here shut
out of his lost Paradise, waiting and hoping to be transported
back to what seems to him, now that he is here, an Eden. But
the Eskimo, it goes without saying, knows nothing better to hope
for. All this is normal to him; and indeed everything in his
existence is normal. What will come will come: he knows pretty
well in advance what it is that will come, and nothing either
astonishes or saddens him. 6It is coldP he will say to you; but
he will say it with a grin, out of politeness, because you are a
white man and this is not your country. Utak repeated that
Una-i-kto in my igloo, less because it was cold than because there
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